THEIR STODIOS IN STABLES,

THE TRANSFORMATION OF AN
ALLEY TO SCULPTORS' COURT.

Cleanliness and Art Where All Was Dirt
and Poverty—M. Triebel Discovered
It and His Fellow Artists Completed
the Change—But the Name Sticks.

When Triebel, the sculptor, wandered into
Macdougal alley just four years ago,
searching for a model for his “Youth"” which
the Japanese Government has since pur-

|, chased, that section was the dirtlest, most
unattractive, undesirable in all New York
 city.

'l?ho adjoining stables, which cut off the

. back yards of the aristocratic residences in
Washington Sjuare and less pretentious
homes on Eighth street, were in many cases
deserted and dilapidated. Some were being
utilized for wagons, and cart horses were
occupying the stalls which once held the

. thoroughbred steeds of some of the “old

" families of New York." The old vine
covered stable of the Alexander Hamilton
Schuyler home was going to ruin. The
Cooper stable had been leased to a store.

The haunt of back alley gamblers and the

of air, crowded quartere and undesirable
neighbors. The lack of a “soulptor's
quarter” was sorely felt.

M. Triebel found his model and then
turged to investigate the alley. The dirty,
foul smelling court loomed up with wonder-
ful possibilities for a studio quarter, The
idea took possession of him that it might be
transformed, and he went k to the
studios of his fellow artists and told allur-
ing tales of a future sculptors' court in
Macdougal alley,

He told of the broad sweep of light with-
out reflected gleams, of the open space
and fresh air, then poisoned by uncleanli-
ness, of the large old fashioned stables
and barns, almost big enough to hold whole
apartment houses, and made the predic-
tion that five years would find the alley
such a quiet, refined and attractive quarter
a8 was needed by his llsteners.

Interest was awakened, but a glance into
Macdougal alley cast a wet blanket on much
of the enthusiasm. Before the week had
closed, however, Triebel and Bush-Brown
had leased stables, “sicked” the Health
Department on the plage, and put a small
army of workers there to clean and alter.

Then it was that the gite once known
as the city's “potter's fleld,” later as “Rich-
mond Hill,” the home of Aaron Burr, and
subsequently as the centre of New York's
fashionable ‘world, began a new chapter in
itsa interesting history. The atable of the
old Rhinelander estate, which was going
to riuin, was taken by Bush-Brown, and the
old Morgan carriage house was chosen by
Triebel, and the two ploneers hegan their
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the creative hand, or perhaps a barrel of
oement or clay. But these are the only
objects which mark the straight, clean path.
Not lest interesting are the people one meets
there. The residents, with one or two ex-
ceptions, give greeting in a foreign tongue,
and following the old world atmosphere of
the place have an air of old world gracious-
ness, The visitors are men and women
of wealth and poeition, and once in a while
a model seeking an engagement.

Not every one gains the privilege of
entering a house, studio, den, stable or
whatever name ?rou choose for the bui]dinfzn
in Macdougal alley. You wander into the
immaculate little street, and the first door
you meet bears the plate, *M. Triebel,”
the {()ioneer. You raise the heavy old
knocker and some one comes to ask your
mission. If it be not one that pleases the
master, gou are dismissed so politely that
you are honored in your disappointment.

But if the old stable door is opened for
you to enter, you get a glimpse of the most
unique studio in town. The rough brick
and stone walls are gray and form a soft
melting background for the thousand
and one things a sculptor always has around
him. The ekylight s latticed in the oid
mission s({le, and the loft door epace lets
in another broad stream from a latticed case-
ment. The loft partition has been taken
away except for a broad balcony on the
west side, and the walls are ver;’ high.

In one corner is a huge old fashioned
brick chimney of the style before the war.
Chips from the sculptor’s block form the
only irons for the log. The cement floor

MACDOUGAL ALLEY,

rougher element which was creeping in

from south of the park, renowned only for

"" {ta squalor, the alley presented a ecene cal-

. culated to jar the nerves of M. Triebel's
artistio temperament.

It was early morning when he entered the
alley, and some of the inhabitants of the
court were still in the land of nod in the hay
lofts and under unused wagons. Triebel's
model was occupied in a crap game. The
whole place was given up to filth and decay,
the old cobbleway foul emelling and broken,
and much of the refuse of the stables was
atrewn about. Poverty and dirt distin-
guished the inhabitants.

To-day Macdougal alley is one of the

 cleapest spots in all New York. Men of
means and women of high social position
can be seen there every day. Oh the stable
doors, now freshly painted, there are
antique knockers, modern electric bells
and neat little brasa or silver platea, which
inform one that within i8 the abode of
“M. Triebel, sculptor,” or *“0'Connor,
sculptor,” or Martiny, Lentelli, Breshen,

. Hausten, Mazetti, Bush-Brown or Ballien,
all of whom are doing their life work in
Macdougal alley. This is the story of its
regeneration.

'hen M. Triebel was working on his
composition of *Youth” and was directed
to Macdougal alley for an “ideal model,”
many of the sculptors were on Twelfth,
Eleventh and Macdougal atreets. Their
studios were unsatisfactorv in many re-

specte. There were conflicting lights, lack

labor of making a "Donatello court” of
Macdougal alley.

It waen't long in being transformed.
Cleanliness soon reigned everywhere. The
old cobbleway was r:ﬁﬂaced by a cement
street as white as a daily bath could make
it. All theold scraps and trash were cleaned
out, and the strictest letter of the sanitary
law was exacted. Other artists began to
gee the great opportunities offered by
Macdougal alley, and in less than a yesr
Martiny and Bellien settled there.

The old stone and brick stable which
once held the coach and four of the Schuylers
is now in a tangle of Virginia creeper and
ivy, and where the famous trotters once
stood there are clay warriors and plaster
steeds. In place of the chaises and coaches
are heroic forms towering to the old oak
rafters. .

Macdougal alley from the exterior is
unlike any other ‘in the city, and the in-
terior of its buildings probably could not
be duplicated in an? alley in the world.
Every one of the elghteen, ten of which
are occupind by studios, are newly painted
or whitewashed. Some are vine covered.
The artistic dust of ages here and there
contrasts pleasingly with the newness of
other things. . .

The old walnut carriage house door is
just the same as when it was made half a
century ago. The hayloft with bird nested
eaves has not been destroyed, and even
the old pulley which once raised the feed
has not been. taken away. But the-loft
door has given place to a studio window
and the roofs are broken by well ad-
justed lights.

Here and there in the alley one some-
times sees a block of marble waiting for

has been boarded, and here and there are
#oft ruga and an occasional rag carpet
such as grandmother used to make. There
is a couch piled high with Oriental pillows,
great mission chairs, crude and refreshing
as the den itself; clay models, statues
and bronzes and pedestals.

. Ona low, flat estal is a morbid concep-
tion of Ishmael dying in the desert, and
not far away a towering bronze of grief.
Out from these gloomy shadows in the purest
marble is the laugt}lxlnf *Fizher Boy," every
nerve of his slight body expressing glee
at his first catch. Over on the north wall
is strewn a great collection of military
ra.raphemnl'a uged in the rebellion. This
8 where M. Triebel does most of his military
subjects.

All the studios in Macdougal alley are
supplied with a little nook cut off from the
main room, and used for the model's room
and as a buffet. At the lunch hour the
clay workers and the hired models there
prepare their feast,

Only one cloud that did not helong to the
artistic colony of Macdougal alley ever
rested upon it. That was a few months
ago when some one suggested that “Mac-
dougal alley” was an exceedingly plebeian
name for such a haunt and a ridiculous
name at that. Mr. Bush-Brown under-
took to change {t to “Donatello Court.”
Some of the artists laughed.

He was to prepare a petition which the
artists who wanted to work in “Donatello
Court”_instead of Macdougal alley would
sign. However {t seemed that most of
the artists liked it best as plain Macdougal
alley. So with no little pride the artists
have placed that name on their stationery
and their studios, to stay.

BARBERS MEET IN THE ARENA

A BATTLE WITH 10-INCH SHEARS
AND BROAD RAZORS.

Thus Curclo and Solimine Fought for the
Champlonship of the World In Jersey
City—Shaves and Four Kinds of Halr
C'uts for Sixteen Vietims—Result a Tie,

The announcement that there would be
a shaving and hair cutting contest for the
world's championship attracted more than
500 barbers to Wood's Hall in Jersey City
one night last week. When they got to
the hall they were very much disappointed
to learn that they could not enter the con-
test because the committee decided to
limit the contest to two men, Signor Charley
Curcio, who had won several medals as a
razor expert and known as the champion
of Brooklyn, and Signor Augustini Solimine,
a Jersey City barber who has. held the
world's record for shaving since the death
of Luca Francis, New York's famous cham-
pion barber.

The committee explained that it would
be utterly impossible to obtain sufficient
whigker material for all of the barbers
who were anxious to enter the contest.
The cause of the poor whisker crop was
not frost, nor any weather conditions, but
the faot that it had become fashionable
in New Jersey for women to present safety
razors to their male relatives on holidays.

Two champions were introduced to the
audience which besides the barbers con-
tained several hundred women and half
a hundred babies in perambulators. The
stage setting showed barber chairs, towels,
shaving brushes, cups, lather, combs,
shears and brushes.

The contestants were attired in white
linen suits, each having a breast coat pocket
filled with razors. They eyed each other
savagely.

The master of ceremonies announced
that the first four rounds would be fought
along the hair cutting lines, with ten inch
ghears. The remainder of the battle would
be shaving in four rounds with wide bladed
razors.

Each champion would have eight sub-
jecta to be operated on. The hair cuts
would be in four styles, the Sing S8ing cut
or crop, the pompadout or French cut,
the German, commonly known in Italian
barber shops as tha Tedeaca, and the bad
boy's cut, known as the Lazzarone.

After the judgee had been selected the
referee picked out two long-haired men from
the audience and invited them to seats in
the barber chairs. When they had placed
themselves in position he shouted:

“Ready!"”

With upraised sheara the gladiators
lared flercely at each other. hen they
aced the audience and smilingly bowed.

“Go!" yelled the timekeeper, and the
gladiators turned and made a fierce attack
on the heads of the subjects with their
shears, ploughing out great furrows of
hair, which tumhﬁ‘d to the floor amid tre-
mendous applause.

It was the Sing Sing round and each con-
testant knew that he had seven minutes
to turn off a good job, the man making
the best of it winning within the time limit.

The clicking of the ehears roon was
drowned in the catcalls and cries of the
multitude, who shouted cries of disap-
pointment when the shears narrowly missed
clipping an ear off or jabbing an eye out.
Whenever the subject dodged one of these
savage oll the crowd groaned dirap-
proval of the dodge.

At the end of three minutes the Solimine
man's head resembled a moth eaten rug,
with fuzzy patches of hair here and there
as if the moths had done their work hur-
riedly to escape a charge of camphor balls.
LouJer and louder yellod the epectators.

*Curcio! Curcio!” they shouted, and,
turning, the Brooklyn man again glared
savagely at his opponent and then plungvd
his shears through space as if he intended
to dig a tunnel from his man's forehead
to the back of his neck.

“Two minutes, three, four, five, six,"
counted the timekeeper and there atill
remained a topknot on the head of Curcio's
man. It was like the pompon on a sol-
dier’s cap.

“Seven!" yelled the timekeeper, at the
call of time, and with one clip of Curcio’s
shears the pompom disappeared.

At the same instant Curcio turned and
faced the audience, Solimine likewise
pivoting. Round one was over. It now
remained for the judges to decide as to
which had won the Sing Sing round.

“One of the contestants might win out by
a hair,” explained the referee, for so far as
he could judge the Sing Sing heads closely
resembled each other.

In the other three hair cutting rounds
the honors were about evenly divided, and
although they were very exciting, no blood
was drawn,

Then the referee called for volunteers for
the shaving ordeal. The first man who
volunteered was a six-footer who had a
three weeks' growth of hair on his face.

He climbed onto the stage and explained
to the referee that he had beeninvited over
from New York by a man who told him there
was a chance of getting a free shave.
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"Do'vrotll me Gl'usv. he ““ o‘.%
from Tent' avenue,’ 'ht'mun de’
pan of Hell's Kitohen.

Curcio glanoed at the man and, approach-
ing, examined briatle like &

ft's all right,” said Grizsle. “When you
fellers git t'rough wid it yez kin_sell de
sweepings ter de Btreet Cleaning Depart-
ment for de making of new brooms.” |

“I won't accept that beard for mine,”
said Curcio. “That beard would stick
any man in a contest. I might break my
razor on it.” -

“I refuse to accept him for my chair,
added Solimine.

But Girizzle took a seat in one of the chairs
and the referee settled matters by tossing
a coin to see who should shave Grizzle.
Solimine got the wrong end of it and Grizzle
went to his chair.

Curcio, however, found a minute later
that he had a tough job on his hands, for a
middle-aged Italian who said he had not
been shaved in six weeks, was planted in his
ol:]ir. The victim said his name was

ro.

When the victims were ready the chairs
were tilted, towels were adjusted about
their necks and, amid cries of “So long,
Grizzle!” and *“Good-by, Pedro!” the referee
shouted:

“Time!”

Firat round - Solimine threw an uppercut
of lather into Grizzle's right eye. rizzle
ducked. Solimine jabbed his thumb into
Grizzle's mouth and, getting a good grip,
hrou%ht the razor across Grizzle's jaw
with his powerful left. )

Pedro ateadied himself {n Curcio’s chair
by clinching, but in a tussle that followed
Curcio Ianged a right on Pedro's_cheek
and followed this up with a left to Pedro’s
windpipe, scattering flakes of lathered hair
over the heads of the audience.

Pedro gasped for breath and turned to

et a half-arm olip on Curcio's head, but
the Brooklyn champion cleverly ducked and
avoided it by changing the razor to his left
hand and slashing the other side of Pedro’s
{\aomwhjle steadying Pedro with the strangle

old.

But it was Solimine's round. He showed
speed and agility that he had never dis-
played before, and, much to the surprise of
the cheering mob, he hacked the beard
from the face of Grizzle without the aid
of a Fire Department axe.

Time, one minute,

Second Round.—-8andy Davis in Curcio’s
chair and Red McGuire seconding Solimine

-Curcio fired a handful of roapsuds into
Sandy's mouth, and Sandy made a protest,
which the referee ignored. In a break-
away Curcio landed a half-arm clip, his
razor scraping Sandy’s right jaw as harshly
:l:ﬂ a trolley car going around Dead Man's

urve.
Solimine lathered his man with both
hands and tore across his face with two
razors, McGuire squirming for an opening
to land Solimine in the wind.
_When time was called Solimine retired to
his corner, plainly tired by his exertions
iﬁ trying to keep McGuire from punching
m.
. Third Round--Solimine came to with fire
in his eye and a Jersey City unknown in
his chair. Without the aid of a sponge or
lather he landed a razor clip on the un-
known's neck, rending over the heads of
the multitude a grating noise like the grind-
m%‘uf a ferryboat inroﬁmr slip.

he unknown slid toward the floor, but
Solimine followed him with apother razor
blow and very rapidly landed the unknown
in retirement.

Curcio, who had Hoboken Allen in his
chair, was getting in short strokes that
counted. Hoboken in return clinched his
man and held on to Curcio, who, much
angered at the flight of time, ehook him
off and gave him several eavage clipa. In
the final rush he gave his man two powerfu]
clips, but the gong sounded and saved
Hoboken from a knockout.

Time, one minute.

Fourth Kound—S8olimine darted toward
his chair like a bull. He landed Kid Kelly,
who was in the chair, twice, once with the
lather brush and once with his razor, both
timea on the windripe_

The Kid drew hLis head aside to avoid
a third blow, and Solimine broke his razor
blade on the Kid's cheek. The referee
decided to let it go, but before the point
had been decided Solimine had a new razor
against the Kid's jaw, landing another
lalf clip, and following this with a powerful
slarh across the chin, which proved to be
a punishing blow, for the Kid cried aloud
for merecy.

Curcio was stm}fgllng with 8Spunk O'Brien
in his corner. e had slashed a sort of
Park bridlepath across Spunk's left cheek
and was mowing a Speedway across his
chin when Spunk landed a blow in return
on Curclo’s abdomen, The blow had little
effect, and Spunk clinched to save himself,
but received a heavy uppercut on his left
jaw, which almost brought him to his
{Nees.

He took the count of nine on one knee,
and as he tried to gat up in his chair Curclo
slashed him a powerful blow over the neck.

Curcio saw Solirine getting the hest of
his man and tried desperately to stall off
Spunk O'Brien, but Spunk kept squirming.
Solimine delivered a terrible blow over
Kid Kelly's wind, the exact duplicate of
the hlow that settled Fitzsimmons, and
faced the audience like the triumphant
gladiator t'at he proved himself to be,
finishing his man in forty-three and a half
seconds, leaving Curclo still struggling
with Spunk O'Brien s whiskers.

The referee awarded the shaving bout to
Solimine and the judges awarded the hair
cutting bout to Curcio.

During the excitement following the
wind-up of the shaving bout, a woman,
who was leaning over the gellery railing,
fell on the heads of the crowd below.

‘TRAPS .FOR DEBTORS.
An Indianapelis Plan for Tracing People
Who Don't Pay Instaliments Fromptly.

INDIANAPOLIS, Nov. 14—A woman pre-
sented at the Interurban Railway station
the other day a postal card which pur-
ported to have been sent to her by the
Interurban Exprees Company. It said that
a valuable package was awaiting her and
would be forwarded upon receipt of her
street number.

As there is no Interurban Express Com-
pany in this city, the matter was pro-
nounced an attempt to swindle and was
referred’ to the police for investigation.
The postal card gave a post office box
address.

A little investigation by the detective
department developed the fact that it was
issued by a house that sellé goods on the
installment plan and that the object was
to locate a debtor who had changed her
residence and failed to notify the house
of her new address.

The manager of an installment house
sald that it was not an infrequent occur-
rence for a collector to call at a house and
find that the debtor sought had moved
away and had notified no one where he
was going. Attempts used to be made to
locate such parties through the post office,
but the officials invariably refused to give
any {nformation, saying that it was not
the business of the post office to assist in
finding debtors.

The installment houses then adopted
the plan of sending out cards like the one
described, on the theory that the carrier
would deliver it at the old address, where
the delinquent customer had ceased to
live, and not finding him there it would be
returned to the post office and given to
carrier after carrier till it was delivered
to the person for whom it was intended.

The recipient would attempt to find the
office of the Interurban Express Company
and, failing in this, would send a note to
the company through post office hox 282,
which was the private box of the install-
ment houge rending out thea notice.

Instead of having a valuable package
delivered, the writer would be call‘o’d upon
by the collector and steps taken o prevent
another move without notice.

“The scheme works all right,” said the
manager of an installment house, “and we
have found that very few persons to whom
cards are sent fail to respond when they
can't find the express office. Of course,
we give no hint of the means used to trap
them, and some of them are probably look-
ing yet for the package.

“If the post office would give us the in-
formation, there would be no trouble, but
it is a rule there not to give the addresses
of persons, and so we are compelled to
send out the carde, knowing that they
will go to carrier after carrier till the party
i foynd. In this way the post office does
ua a favor for one cent that it would not
do in any other way, and we-get all we bar-
gain for.”

FETICH DOCTORS ON THE CONGO.

The Men Who Have Just Stirred Up & Re-
volt in the Free State.

A SUN despatch from London says that
fetich doctors in the Lomami district of
the Congo State, about 800 miles from the
Atlantic, have stirred up many natives to
revolt, fortifying their courage to this point
by incantations which will render them
invulnerable to the bullets of the whites.

Fetichiem is recognized as an impedi-
ment to progress on the Congo. Just as
the Congo State has made the crimes of
slave raiding, cannibalism .and human
sacrifices punishable with death, so it has
placed the arts of the fetich doctor on the
lint of misdemeanors, and punishes these
men when they are caught plying their
trade.

These fellows live by their wita. They
keep alive faith in the efficacy of charms,
belief in witchcraft and many other harm-
ful superstitions. Any one is likely to be
accused of being a witch if he happens to
have property that is coveted by the chief
or the fetich dcctor or has incurred the
hatred of some one whom the fetich man
desires 1o please. The natives believe
that the person thus accused is a wizard,
and when he takes the poison test, and
staggers and falle under the influence
of the drug,his guilt is considered as estab-
lished, and the bystanders rush at hirh and
beat him to death.

Dr. Bentley of the Baptist missions wrote
a while ago that many hundreds of terrible
stories of this kind with much variety
of detail might ecsily be collected. He
told of a case on the lower Congo where
eighteen men were compelled to suffer
death because a fetich doctor accused
them of causing the death of rix men who
had been drowned by the upsetting of their
canoe.

As faet as the influence of the Congo
State is extended over ita vast domain
the authorities are making much trouble
for the fetich doctor by diminishing his
Rmtige and punishing him for practising

is art. So he regards white men as his
special enemies and, if possible, stire up
the natives against them.

ELECTRIC BELT
SENT FREE

To all Men who Write to the Heldel.
berg redical Institute, St. Paul.

Just sond your name and address plainly written and
they will send their great **Electro-Chemic Beit''
without one cent of cost to you. Itisyours for the
asking, Noteven necessaryto send postagestamp,

GOOD AS ANY ELECTRIC BELT IN THE WORLD,
The Heldelberg Med(oal Institute, capitalized
8t £100,000, is the Lurgest and Richest Medicy)
Institute {n the Northwest and is glving awny
thousands of their Great Electro-Chemio Belty
to prove and advertisa their wonderful curin
power. The Great ‘‘Electro-Chemic' Belt w't
restore you to health and happiness. 18978
alling men recently restored to vim, vigor and
rfect manhood. It,'?ulckly cures Rheumatism,
nh:o Lame Back, Nervous Exhaustion, Varico.
nlobF Illnlovmllly. Kidney Troubles, Liver,Stomach
and Sexual Diseasas, General Weakness, Lost Nervs
Force and many other aliments. It is worth from
820 to 850 to any one. I s glven away absolutely
free by the master speclolist to all those who
need the one greot ourative agent, electricity.

“SUFFERED EIGHTEEN YEARS, CURED AT LAST.”
CASE1763. FKighteen yearsagol first n 5
toms of Mrvonn‘ trouble t!mcr:!urwnrd:'zo\?n:dmn?n
{mtmllery and suffering. 1had painsinmy back,and
nt mm‘ rostless nights. 1had no control of my fac
ultiea, so that I was always at a diradvantage in what.
ever l undertook. 1have beenusing the Electro-Chemin
treetment of tho Heid elberg Modical Instituteaboutsix
weeks and [ consider myself cured once more.and to be
wellis worth all a man has. 8.T.H.
nE“EnBEn The Belt isnotsent on trialbus
W hINUSIE {syours to keep forever with.
out the payment of one cent. 80 write today
for the Great Electro-Chemic Belt Free, Men-
tion this paper. Address neapt. 108

HEIDELBERG  MEDICAL  INSTITUTE

Fifth and Robert Sts., ST. PAUL, MINN,

ANANCY STORIES.

Tales Nurses in the West Indies
Have Been Telling Children
for Generations.

VIL
WHEY PITCHWARY TEASE JOHN CROW.

You know, chillun, how de littla pitch-
wary bird allus fly 'bon poo' old John
Crow buzzard bald pate, an’ tease an' pack
an' worry him till him bleed. Now, listen,
sood chillnn, an' mek me tell you how

at queer ting come about.

Long time ago, when all de little birds
was good frens, Breder John (row go!
jealous ob dem, an'did all him could to
dribe dem out of him country. Him used
fe eat dem eggs an’' dem pickney, an’
mash up dem house, an' tell lies 'bout dem
to de oder big birds.

So one day all de little birds dem gat
cogednr and dem gay:

Breder John (‘row him bad man, an'
we mus' try fe kill him, so fe mek us b
peaceful an’ like good Christians."s

Now all de little birds was afraid of
John Crow, seein' him was such a big man,
an' dem didn't know how dem was goin'
manage fe kill him, till little Breder Pitch-
wary draw himself up quite mannish an'

v:

®Me am a brave man, breders, but ma
too emall fe kill John Crow, so me will
mek him life a worry to him."

All de oder birds clap dem hands and
call Breder Pitchwary “Good man!" an'
“Brave man!” an' puff u?\ poo' Pitchwary
so much wid pride dat him nearly bust.

Nex' time when Pitchwary an' him
fambly was takin' a marnin’' fly, dem come
‘pon poo’ John Crow sittin' 'pon a fence.

“GGood marnin’, Breder John Crow, "
say Pitchwary.

Him no get no answer,

“Good marnin', Breder John Crow.”
him say again.

John Crow neber answer him, but sit
up blinkin' gcornful at de little bhir
Pitchwary pitch 'pon him back and pk
him. Jn'l:nh(‘rm\' trlk no notice, so Pitch-
war ck him 'pon him wing.

“ i vr:"r.h dis now?"savJohn Crow to hin:-
gelf, but him no speak out loud to show
Pitchwary him hurt,

Pitchwary peck him 'pon de oder wing
John Crow jump one xide. Pitchwarv
peck him 'pon him bald head. John Crow
glowly draw out him sgpectacle an' lock
'pon him.

“You little fool,” him say. “Why vou
no leab a gentlaman alone? You no know
you common birds mussn' trouble hig
gentleman?”

Dis vex PFPitchwary properly, an' hi
an' all him fambly pitch 'pon poo' John
Crow an' peck him an' mek him hlead all
ober,

An' dis is why Pitchwary always tease
John Crow up to dis day.

'POKER IN PARIS

~

N

The National Game up Against
e French Pach of Cards and

French Experts. ¢+ & & & &

/

PAR1S, Nov. 8.—Four English-speakine
men desired to while away an hour in play-
ing poker on the Paris Boulevard. They
stepped into the Grand Café and asked for
cards and chips.

The waiter brought a green velvet
mat, a French pack without indicators in
the corners and a willow basket full of odds
and ends. Some of the chips were round,
some rquare, some oblong, some white,
some red, some green, some yellow and som
chocolate color.

Only one man of the party was familiar
with the French pack. Whileessentially it
is like any other, it has trifling details all
its own. Therefore, this one man won the
first five pots: and conversation started up:

“Why, hang it,” said the youth who
imagined he had filled and had not, “these
cueens have whiskers!”

The jacks look like queens, and the kings
look like Anarchists.

“What have I got here?" inquired the
possessor of a straight.

He spread the five cards on the green
velvet mat.

“By the time 1 look at the third card I
have forgotten the first," he complained.

All the picture cards have names, to help
vou remember them. The kings are Alex-
andre, David, Charles and Casar. The
queens are Rachel, Judith, Pallas and
Argine. The jacks are Lancelot, Lahire
Hogler and Hestor.

“No, gir!" said the man from Georgia,
“you can't make Lancelot, Argine, David
and two nines beat a pair of tens!”

He was right, though he had no call to
get so hot. Nor can David, Charles and
Argine with a pair of deuces beat acer up.
Argine is the que2n with whiskers; and she
wrecked that game.

The details may be passed in silenoe; first,
because we all know better now, and, sec-

ondly, because the waiter came up very
solemn,at the moment the man from Georgia
was cashing in, and said with frigid polite-
ness:

“One play not poker; that is defended all
particularly.”

“It's not poker: don't worry,” said the
man from Georgia bitterly.

“Thousand regrets,” the waiter con-
tinued. “It must that I take the throwers,”
with which he laid his hands upon the
basketful of odds and ends which they call
jetons here in Paris.

In our indignation with the waiter we
forgot our quarrel over the bearded lady,
and, carrying our grievance to the pretty
girl at the desk, we learned something
about the present rules of poker at the
Grand Café. Rule 1— Attract no attention.
That is all; but it is imperative.

It was not always thus. Five years ago,
between the hours of 8 and 7 of every after-
noon, you could count from five to fifteen
tables where the jetone rattled, where men
skinned their cards with furtive haste.

The café, then as now, rupplied French
packs of cards free, but the players, being
wise, bought packs with indicators from
the waiter at a dollar each and gave them
back at the end of the game. So the waiter
favored them. So the house welcomed
them. Fifteen tables, fifteen dollars, not
to speak of the drinks and cigars. There
was no kitty except that agreed on by the
players for their own purposes.

Such an inetitution did these games
become that groups of players kept fine
boxes of expensive mother-of-pearl chips
with their favorite waiter, and their table
was reserved for them day after day. Ex-
perts arose.

I, myself, in those early days got up
against the experts once. I wanted to see
how they did it $

I was let into a game with flattering
courtesy. The mother-of-pearl chips were
fetched.

“Table-staak? Twen'-fi’ dollar?”
gested the man with the red necktie.

I said: “No, give me thirty francs’ worth
for a starter.” I wanted to get a little fa-
miliar with the thirty-two card game.

From that moment it was straight knock-
down and no time wasted. They had
sized me up. They would take my thirty
francs and let me go.

The first man anted ten cents; the second
straddled; the third straddled that; so that
it cost me 80 cents to coms in. All three
drew cards always. Then two of them
always dropped out, after which they held
an inquest over their dead hands.

“If I had drawed three cards, I'd 'a made
a brelan.” |Three of a kind.)

“I ought not 'a’ held the kicker—see!"

You know the way. I was suppoeed to
be busy raising back the other player,
80 as not to notice this barefaced monkey-
ing. So the pack was always ready for
the next deal. They passed the cut neatly.
I will say that for them.

My foolish pride being engaged, the prob-
lem with me became at once how to make
my thirty francs last longest. I desired
to die hard. So I bet only on my own deal.

1 could see this disconcerted them for
another reason. Obviously they did not
trust one another; so that when, to keep
up appearances when I dropped out, they
bet among themselves the winner was
scowled at by the two others, and ewift
peremptory whispers passed. I'll bet they
had a hot time eettling up when I had gone.

Thus I saw three deals round and then
my thirty france were gone. They did not
ask me to look in some other afternoon.

These were the old days, when poker
was getting its foothold in Paris, It was
promiscuous and crooked.

As its vogue grew two things happened.
Players were developed in great numbers,
and gross stacking became dangerous.

On the other hand the public and pro-
miscuous games made their reputation,
and café proprietors grew shy. From this
period began developing the club gamas
and the semi-club games played in certain
cafés among bona fide poker amateurs,

Such is the game &till played in the base-
ment of Piot's billiard academy in the Rue
Vivienne. You cannot git in without some
sort of introduction.

Here every afternoon and night ait twenty
Frenchmen, for the most part, at four

sug-

tables, playing honest poker, as the thing
goes, after their own fashion. Mr. Pat
Sheedy, during the Exposition summer
of 1800, spoke of it contemptuously as
*French poker” and “a show-down.” Yet
if you and I were playing poker with Mr.
Sheedy we might thank heaven for the
safeguards of this show-down.

As to the other details of the French
game—well, it is a French game.

To begin they take out the twos, threes
and fours from the pack. This is not
done, as you might think, to throw the new-
comer out of his calc ulations, nor is the ob-
ject to make the pack small enough for easy
stacking. The French, in many of their
card games, are so used to the écarté, or
euchre, pack of thirty-two cards that
fifty-two cards seemed too many for them,
at the start, when they learned poker.

Yes, and, child-like, they deeired to have
good hands! Hence the compromise.

It is true that when you play six-handed,
and often when you play five-handed,
you must shuffle vp the deadwood to com-
plete the draw, a detail not unfavorable
to monkeying. Was this thovght of at the
beginning? 1 believe not. And now they
are hardened in their way.

The twos, threes and fours being taken
from the pack, pairs, two pairs, threes,
straights and fulls are easler to get, while
the flush only remains as hard to get as
ever. According to these new conditions,
therefore, a straight heats two pairs, three
of a kind beats a straight, a full house
Leats three of a kind, and a flush beats a
full house.

It is a jack pot game all through, and
table stakes, with permission to buy more
chips only after losing the last one in front
of you, FEvery one has a right to a sight
for his money, and every one may be
raised the amount he has in sight.

In the smaller games in the Piot base-
ment and elsevhere, it is the habit for each
player to start with 84 worth of chips.
The French are careful in their gamblirg,
even.

The dealer puts up a franc chip, the only
ante. The players generally pass on a pair,

open a jack pot on two aces. Two
pairs are only good to draw to, not to bet
on.

“Allez!” they say. “Go!™ or “Passe!”
or “To you!"™ meaning that they simply
pass, non-committal, for the moment.
Opening hands are so common that the

possessor of a pat flush well up to the dealer:

will risk its being opened by some other
player.

There may be small room for bluffing in
such a game; yet it will be found to take a
certain e v2 to play it for all there is.
That mean hand—-two small pairs—can be
filled 80 much more easily when the twos,
threes and fours are taken from the pack,
that questions of nice judgment arise con-
tinually; and four card straights become
80 much more common that bewilderment
increases.

Indeed one-card draws are the most
common; and what can you tell from a
one-card draw? Is he filling two pairs?
Is he filling a straight? Is he filling a flush?
Is he holding ace or king as a hopeful
kicker with three of a kind?—which itgelf
beats a straight. He may quite possibly
catch the other ace or king. Or has he
four of a kind?

In clubs, the freeze-out facilities of table
stakes have developed quite a curious
régime, recalling and naturally growing
out of the blackboard practice of club
baccarat.

The blackboard mlay be but a slip of paper
hanging from a gilded hook on the wall.
A clerk in charge of it writee down your
name, if you want to play poker.

There are, let us say, four poker tables.
At each one a game with five players is'in
full blast. How are you to get into one
of them? \

Go to the blackboard clerk, as you would
do if you wanted a seat at baccarat, He
writes your name, under that of the last
applicant before you.

Soon there will come news from one of
the poker tables that some player has been
frozen oul. The blackboard clerk reads
out the first name on the waiting list. And
BO ODn.

When it comes your turn, you take the

seat assigned you, at this table or the other,
{uat vacated by the frozen-out one. You
ny ﬂftr francs’ worth of (-higo. no more
and no less. You play those chips. Whan
they are lost you quit, to make room for
some other persan on the waiting list.

It is astonishing what one mayv win with
luck and skill at such a game. I have seen

ardened Paris-Americans, thoroughly fa-
miliar with the forty card deck and the
French game, continue playing at one table
for five hours,

Ag their winnings increased, 8o increased
aleo their chances of winning. They cruelly
bluffed out the timid and the loath to leave.

As, one by one, the players with less capi-
tal lost their all and were forced to quit,
their game became so much more solid
because those who had lost and left ha
lost and left their chance to get back at

them. '

Such is what they gaily call “a business
man's game, “business man® in the French
/

language meaning a cold blooded robber.
How different it all is from the pension-
poker, that is to say the colony-poker, with
which most tourists get to be familiar apd
which constitutes one of the alleviations
of our exile.

Here it is all friendly and gracious; and
the presence of the ladies--wait and you
will see! It is only in accordance with the
unwritten law of the American colony of
Paris that the feminine shall rule in all
things.

Thus in one of the smartest boarding
hotels of the American quarter, the nightly
game of poker was long ago captured by
the fair ones, who proceeded to trim it up
to the prevailing mode of millinery.
“Blazes,” 2-4-8-8-10 straights, “roodles,”
“lu-lus,” “rang-doodles” and jokers soon
‘znw it a weird name; and brothers and
wsbands began staying out of nights to
keep away from it.

A reform was necessary, and women
agreed to it. One feature, however, dear
to their adventurous hearts, they would
not give up, This was the joker. It must
be poker with the joker! Thus a slight
misunderstanding came about one night.

As the French packs we plaved with
had no joker in them, the girle had made
the deuce of spades—the little cassino-
stand for that card of doom which you
may call anything vou please. Long habit
had so accustomed them to it that they no
longer marked it with a pencil: “This is
the Joker!" as they did at first.

 But shortly previous to this, one bright
girl had discovered that a grave injustice
was being done in thia way to the other
two-spota of the pack. With the joker
you could have flve kings, or queens, or
anything; but you could only have four
dences! '

Evidently there ought to be another
deuce. Thereupon they made this plain
rule: If you have a deuce und the joker in
your hand, vou may call any of the other
cards the joker.

Of course, these exceptional features con- !
| as he laid down the deace of spu

fused new men somewhat. .

“1t is to equalize the game.” the ladies
said. “You play better than we do!”

To which, obviously, there was no reply
bt to look pleasant. The trouble came
with an unimaginative Britisher. Master-
ing the uses of the joker with difficulty, he
failed altogether to remember the extra
virtue of the joker-with-the-two-spot.

It was a fat jack. A sprightly damsel
named Augusta, now an opera star, held
the deuce of hearts, the deuoce of diamonds,
the deuce of clubs, the deuce of spades
(the joker), and the queen of hearts.

Some one opened it. ‘I'he Briton raised.
Augusta raised him back. He raised.
:uzunta. And Augusta came back on him
ard.
Then they drew cards. The others hard
drop out. Augusta asked for one.
The Britisher took two. He had four tens!
Augusta drew a nine.

T'think I said that this waa ladies' poker

To tantalize him, Augusta now said:

*Look, 1'll ghow you two of my cards
now!"

Whereupon ehe laid down the nine
spades and the dence of hearts

As the Englishman had four tens b
argued thus: “I've got her beat, She ci
on%y have four nines or four deuces |
give her a lesson!”

So they raised each other back and forth
until it came to writing paper. There
must have been 878 in the pot before b
slnwmd in pity, saying:

“My poor child, I 'cau't allow you to go or
Really! :

“Stop!" raid
that gold!™

“Huh?"

“I have five deuces'" =aid Augusta, a
she showed them. ‘That 1= 1o say, &l
showed four deuces and 4 nine spot

The other girls explained that she wa-
right. They quoted the rules “If v
have a deuce and the joker 1 vour han
you may call any other card the joker

“And I call the nine spot the joker,
said Augusta. .

We had to “give her reason,” as they £a?
in French. The nine spot becoming thi
joker, she had the right to use it as a hl
deuce, and five deuces beat four tens
the Avenue d'Antin. ,

The Briton took it better than you mg'’
have expected. So the game went o
with various fortune.

At last there came another portly jach
hot. We saw the faus

See, 1 have four tens!"

Augusta. "o not toue

Englishman's  fac®
yrighten.  The jackpot being openaed, son
one raised it, and the Englishman raised
back. .

Augusta dropped, lu' a young g
who ought to have been in bed staxe
with him so hard that they go! a¢ !
writing paper, making [ 0 U's belor
draw!

)
1

So did the

The young thing stood pat.
Britisher. ﬁlv raised her anee 1o give
a flutter, then he calicd, not to secm greact

“I begin to se¢ the beauty of that v
spot rule of yours,"” he obrerved pleasan

he

fos |
joker), the three, four ard nive e eiades
and the aueen of diamonas

“What have yvou there?” usked tlie vours
thing. )

A straight flush,™ he answered.
have the twao, three, four and five o
and I call the queen of diamonds th

-that is to say, I eall it the six of spades
Two, three, four, five, six!'"

“But wait," they ail explained, "0
have no other two spot in your hard

It was in vain that they read tle
to him:

=1l you have a dewes and e men
vour hand yvou may call any other card the
joker.”

His vision was Liigded.  His eyes wer
sealed. But being % gentleman, he s
pretended to understand and said {t ®a-
a good joke on himaself. Onlv the nev’
day he got a telegram that took him *
Versailles to see his aunt, And he ne:
came back.

——
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